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While frosty winds blaw in the drift,

Ben to the chimla lug,
I grudge a wee the great folks gift,
That live sae blen an' snug:
I tent less, and want less
Their roomy fire-side ;
But hanker and canker,
To see their cursed pride.

II.

It's hardly in a body's pow'r,

To keep, at times, frae being sour,

To see how things are shar'd ;
How best o' chiels are whiles in want,
While coofs on countless thousands rant,

And ken na how to wair't:
But Davie, lad, ne'er fash your headg

Tho' we hae little gear9
We're fit to win our daily bread,
As lang's we're hale and fier :

fi Mair spier na, no fear na,'*
Auld age ne'er mind a feg,
The last o't5 the warst o't,
Is only for to beg.

III.

* Ramsav.